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THE child was born on the full tide of the Eighteenth
Century. The world lived by candlelight; Mr. Pitt was
minister; and at the Pump Room the lawful successor
of Mr. Nash dictated the last elegance of 1784. The Prince,
in the first flush of that manly beauty which had so long,
so golden, so positively Turneresque a sunset, was at the
feet of a plump young widow from Richmond, whose religious
opinions were in alarming conflict with the Act of Settle-
ment; and while Fitzherbert fluttered, Siddons sat to
Sir Joshua in the becoming green and brown of the most
imposing Muse that ever strayed from Helicon into the
studio of a President of the Royal Academy, Mr, Walpole
still watched the world behind the battlements of Straw-
berry, A twinge in the shoulder and the dreadful tale of
fifty-six nieces and nephews served to remind him that he
could not look on for ever. But his eyes were still sharp;
and he followed the ton most creditably for his years. The
balloons, which bobbed perilously over London, intrigued
him immensely. But he failed, somehow, to catch the
general fever for the noble savages just disclosed in Captain
Cook's miraculous Voyage. Flat noses, palm trees, and red
feathers were altogether too unpolished for a person of such
refinement. And when Miss Hannah More retailed to him
the poetic marvels of the Bristol milkwoman, he grimly
prescribed for that humble daughter of the Muses ax* ascetic
diet of Dryden and Prior, The solemn perfection of the
Eighteenth Century seemed to stretch symmetrically away
to the farthest limits of the European horizon* That year
Mr, Gibbon, well into his fifth volume, was walking on his
terrace at Lausanne with the accomplished, if voluble,
daughter of M. Necker; and at the Essex, Head tavern it

3